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sun and set its ruby colour sparkling, agreeing on die perfect
condition of that particular 1893 Leoville, while, in the small
pantry constructed for the purpose, they rinsed their glasses
in readiness for another test. An acute sense of tact saved me
from imitating these rites. If the Sons have been so very kind
as to feign ignorance of my origins, it is not for me to prod
their memory. Florence, as usual, was remote, silent, and miles
removed from this tasting ceremony. The footman came in to
tell her that a lady had arrived with whom she had arranged an
interview. Florence informed us, with a look of complete
exhaustion, that Madame Fredy Dupont had recommended
this person as a suitable governess for Eliane, but that she felt
in no fit state to make decisions. She asked us to let her have
the woman shown into the dining-room so that we might
help her in making up her mind.
Then and there appeared, with crape veil thrown back, a
drawn and ravaged face framed in grey locks of hair. The
newcomer, four of whose fingers showed through holes in
her thread gloves, was clutching an umbrella one of the bent
ribs of which caught in the curtain which hangs before the
door. Harry Maucoudinat turned on Florence the terrible glare
of bis after-luncheon face. Percy, with both elbows on the
table, in that unceremonious attitude which here goes by the
name of British, went on picking his teeth. He managed to
save the operation from appearing vulgar by keeping his
monocle in place while it was proceeding. He failed to stifle
a laugh, and the sound made me feel that I should die of shanie.
But the governess did not hear it. She began to speak in
rapturous tones which had to be heard to be believed.
*I saw Eliane in the hall, madame, and I can assure you that
she has already won my heart. Nothing is more false than the
proverb which warns us not to judge people at first sight. Your